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both have all the appearance of up-to-date Western cities. The
Japanese quarter particularly boasts wide avenues and fine
streets. The total population of Mukden is a little under
400,000. I visited of course the few historic sites—the Pei-ling,
or Northern Mausoleum, and the Palaces. The Pei-ling contains
the tomb of Ta-tsung, the second Emperor of the Ching
(Manchu) dynasty, who died in 1644. The buildings, erected
at that date, have lately been carefully restored and redecorated,
and the great enclosure, once so zealously guarded against all
intruders is now thrown open to the public and apparently is
much appreciated. On the day of my visit—a Sunday—the
place was thronged by Chinese and Manchurians. It would be
difficult not to appreciate this very delightful spot with its
surroundings of pine woods and its fine architectural features.
An avenue of stone animals leads through the outer Court to the
group of buildings—the Shrines, the Hall of the Memorial
Tablets, the Drum and the Bell towers, which are one and all
roofed in glazed tiles of Imperial yellow. The carpentry and
colouring of the intricate woodwork of the interiors is extremely
good. From the walls an excellent view of the whole Mausoleum
is obtained, in its surrounding of dark-green pine trees.
Quite near the Pei-ling is situated the residence of Chiang
Hsueh Liang—the young Marshal who was playing so important
and autocratic a role in Manchuria at that moment. His power,
though none knew it then, least of all he himself, was nearing
its end, for only two months later the incidents occurred that
led to the Japanese occupation of Mukden. Chiang Hsueh
Liang, who had been ill, was still in hospital at Peking though
by that time convalescent, when the blow fell and he learned
by telegram of the incident—to him and to his party a veritable
calamity—at a party at the British Legation where he was dining
with Sir Miles Lampson and Admiral Fullerton. What the
future may bring about in China it is impossible to say, but it
would appear that the young Marshal's period of power in
Manchuria is over, whatever Fate may have in store for him in
China. It is almost impossible for the Western mind to grasp
the power that the Chinese War Lords usurped and enforced
and scarcely a sovereign in the past—and certainly none to-day—
exercised the personal authority that this young man wielded.
He had his own armies. The Treasury was his. The taxation
of the country found its way into bis coffers* He robbed and
spent gorgeously and extorted from millions of peasants almost

